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Li- ^P> M 



finds THE MISSING LINK 

in a chain of strange events.' 




^ENLARGEMENT* 

Just te Gef Atqualnted W* Will Beeatlfuity Enlarge Yetr 
Favorite Snap**o#, Note, Kodak Picture, Prlnf or Negative 
fa 5 x 7 Inches If Yob Enclose fne Coupon 
ana* a 3 Cettf Stamp for Return Mailing! j 
Everyone admires pictures in natural* 
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MY SHIP LANOEP ON THE ISLANP WHERE 
THESE THINGS LIVED IN TREE -NESTS.' 
W6 FOUGHT 'EM — KILLEP ALL ^ 
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/PON'TYOUGeTIT?\," 




V 1 DONTUKE 
THAT NASTY . 

f STAKE.' HE -4 

• SEEMSTOB6 " 
PUTTING THE 

' WHAMMY j 

on us; ^ 


rTAKBITEASy.l 
MAJOR, I'LL 
SHOW HIM HE'D , 
, BETTER LAY A 
ksT OFF.' -/ 
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SEE WHAT I CAN DO, WHE 1 
Z//VKT EVEN YOUR HALF/ WANTS 
HUMAN BRAIN CAN -/(THE BAIT- 
SET THE POINT.' I'M \ \ BELL, 
THE STRONGEST / \JINYL 
MAN- 
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WHAT'S 
ALL THE 
RACKET 
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ALMOST GOT /WE 
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I YES, BUT DON'T GIVE HIM 
ANY SMELLING SALTS 
UNTIL WE GET HIM BACK 
JNTO THE CAGE.' 
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r HE SAVED VOU ™ANP YOU REPAIP 
HIM BY DISGUISING YOURSELF ANP 
ATTACKING.' I GUESSEP IT WHEN 
' I SAW THAT HAMMER HAP BEEN 
THROWN THROUGH THE WINPOYV 
FROM THE INSIDE.' 
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VON'T BVEB SAY THAT WOKP 

AGAIN WHEN HE'S AFLOU 

HE-HE'S NOT THOROUCHLV 

TRAINEP YET.' 
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:t WASN'T EXACUV 
THE POLICE THAT 
3TOPBED HIM 

; UT HEY. 

HOLD CM A 

MINUTE.'™ y-i / WM-WHAT'S 
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. NOT 

f«XAcny/ 
{root soup, 

HAP A 
/FRWHTRJt. 

1 ACCIDENT.' 
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HMMMM! IN THAT CASE 
I'LL HAVE TO ASK MY- 
ER-- ASSISTANT, LEFTY, 
TO STEP FROM HIS 
HIDING PLACE AND 
TAKE YOUR SUN 
AWAY FROM YOU. 1 
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B-BE CAKERJL.BOSS/ 
IF "THAT STUFF FALLS 
SIX INCHES, IT'LL 
BLOW US TO 
BITS 



NATIONAL COMICS 




NATIONAL COMICS 



^PJ^P By Andre LeBlanc / / A 



[JUST A LITTLE BOY... 
NOTHING UNUSUAL 
ABOUT HIM EXCEPT A 

REMARKABLE MEMORY... 
UNLESS YOU THINK HIS 

FRIENDS A BIT ODD... 

BUT THEN WHAT'S SO 
STRANGE ABOUT A 
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Poh; thank heaven! 1 

f SOMEBODY FOUND J 

L my note; help M 

A^HAS COME i^^B 


. 


I YIP6S.' 1 'SJMf/Tif '-S 


Uli 


,£~Z~J.ak-kVr 




[fcrSyDooDNessN 

5* <^ DWftCIOUS.' > 


^^s&Sri&TTil 
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/ HOW dip She 

SET LOOSE? W: 
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STRANGE ESCAPE 



lpOR more days than he 
'could remember, Jules had 
been pacing his cell. The black- 
ness of the small cubicle was 
only equalled by the blackness 
of his bitter thoughts. 

"Curse them!" he muttered 
for the thousandth time. "Curse 
every last one of them. I'll get 
even. I'll get even with the 
dirty rats yet!" 

The deep rolling of thunder 
reverberated through the thick 
stone walls of the prison. And, 
as Jules stopped before the tiny 
barred window, rain swirled in- 
ward, wetting his face. 

For five long years Jules had 
been thus confined . . . but a 
small fraction of the life sen- 
tence he was serving for ~~the 
bestial crime he had -commit- 
ted. 

Jules was hot sorry for kill- 
ing Banning. He had hated the 
man with a deep, burning hat- 
red. Banning was a political big- 
wig. Through crafty manipula- 
tion he had gouged Jules out 
of a sweet racket in the city. 
And that was signing his death 
warrant. Jules had cornered 
him in his office one night, giv- 
en him a chance to keep his 
life by reinstating Jules. 

But Banning was hard-head- 
ed. He had laughed in Jules 
face. That was his last laugh. 
They had found Politician Ban- 
ning dead, and Jules was sent 
up for life. 

Jules had felt sure that he 
was making a fine picture of 
suicide. No' fingerprints on the 
revolver except Banning'* own. 



The pistol in the dead man's 
hand. Not fired too far away; 
there were powder burns on 
Banning's face. For some time 
the police thought Banning .had 
killed himself. 

Then a smart detective had 
made a careful examination of 
Banning's right hand; there 
were no powder streaks on it. 
And he knew that all revolvers 
leave a faint trace of powder 
on the hand when fired. 

Jules muttered as he strode 
the few feet of his cell. The 
next time, he'd be smart. 

But tonight, black despair 
and vengeance reigned su- 
preme in his soul j he wished 
only to escape, in order that he 
might seek out his destroyers 
and in turn destroy them. For 
Jules lived with one thought — 
to get out and kill every man 
and woman who had been on 
the jury that sent him up. 

His steps became more fe- 
verishly agitated; perspiration 
gathered on his forehead and 
he clenched his hands until the 
stubby nails bit into the flesh. 

Tha thunder crashed, making 
the huge prison tremble. Jules 
thought, "What if the joint is 
struck by lightning? Mebbe I 
could get out without being 
smashed by rocks." 

He thought of his first trip, 
were he free. Judge Bekins. 
Yeah, he'd get the old judge 
first thing. Then Crandell, the 
District Attorney. And then 
Holmes, the chief of police, who 
gloated on the conviction, mak- 
ing a statement to the press 



that he'd (rap every last rat 
in the city until he had them 
all. 

By the devious "grapevine" 
channels, Jules had learned that 
most of the "rats" had been 
trapped under Holmes' regime. 
A brilliant flash of lightning 
illumined the far wall of his 
cell — lighting the cell as it had 
never before been lighted. Jutes 1 
eyes became riveted upon a 
huge stone, on the lower tier. 
Were his eyes playing tricks 
upon him? Or had he in truth 
seen a tiny crack surrounding 
the stone, as if the cement were 
scraped away or altogether re- 
moved? Hardly daring to 
breathe, he tip-toed across the 
cell and "fell on his knees before 
the stone, feeling its edges. 

He gave a low cry. Yes, there 
was a deep crevice. And, what 
was more, the stone was loose! 
Jules tugged at it, tearing the 
flesh from his finger ends, sweat 
pouring from his face. Savagely 
he hurled the lock of matted 
hair out of his face and doubled 
his efforts. 

Ah! The stone moved. At last 
he pulled it from its place and 
peered into the blackness be- 
yond. Another lightning flash 
showed him what he had hard- 
ly hoped ito find*-a passage in 
the rock, leading downward 
from his cell. 

Leading — where? Was this 
freedom at last? 

Immediately in front of him 
(he saw it in a flash of light- 
ning) there lay a yellowed 
piece of paper. With trembling 



fingers he carried it to the win- 
dow, through which shone faint 
rays of a lamp in the court- 
yard below. Carefully he un- 
folded the fragile paper. On it 
was a brief message, apparently 
written with some dark fluid. 
Blood! For the first time in his 
life, Jules was glad that he 
was able to read, if only a lit- 
tle. Haltingly he made out the 
few words: 

I ESCAPED FROM THIS 

PASSAGE. MAY HE WHO 

FINDS THIS SHARE MY 

GOOD FORTUNE. 

It was unsigned. 

The tramp of the sentry's 
feet resounded outside the cell 
door. Jules threw himself over 
the stone until the steps died 
away; then he thrust his head 
and shoulders into the opening 
and began slowly worming his 
way along the narrow passage 
before him. 

The walls of the tunnel were 
wet and slimy and a fetid odor 
assailed Jules' nostrils. But this 
was balm to his fevered senses. 
His hands and knees banged 
into jagged rocks, ripping the 
flesh, tearing his rotting clothes 
from him. But of all this Jules 
knew nothing. His eyes were 
gleaming, but one thought pres- 
ent in his mind — escape. He 
dug his bloody fingers into the 
mud and pushed himself c*v< 
ward steadily, flat on his stom- 
ach, like an ungainly serpent. 

Where would the passage 
end? How long was it? Did it 
lead all the way under the pris- 
on? It made no difference to 
Jules. He would crawl and 
crawl, even if he had to go 
miles -through the slimy, Sty- 
gian sewer. 

As he advanced the floor be- 
came steeper and steeper, slop- 
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ing at an ever-greater angle. 
The walls became yet wetter 
and more slimy and the jagged 
rocks bit deeper into his writh- 
ing limbs. Foot after foot, Jules 
propelled himself along the nar- 
row path. His breath came in 
rustling gasps. There was a 
steady ringing in his head The 
air was foul and there was lit- 
tle oxygen. 

When — when would the pas- 
sage end? Jules felt he must 
have crawled many miles. No 
telling when it would be day, 
and then the sentries would 
find his cell vacant — find the 
opening. . . . He increased his 
speed. 

Then suddenly Jules stopped, 
and for one moment an agoniz- 
ing fear shot through him. He 
could not turn around. He rea- 
lized that it would be impos- 
sible for him ever to ascend, 
backwards, that sloping pass- 
age to regain his cell if some- 
thing made that act imperative. 

A cold shiver tingled his 
spine. But what could force him 
back to that 'cell? What? 

He clenched his teeth and 
forged ahead with the super- 



human strength of despair. 
Surely the end of the passage 
would come soon. His breath- 
ing was labored now, and black 
specks danced before his eyes. 
He would not' last much longer 
without pure air. , . . 

A sharp bend in the tunnel 
revealed a sight which made 
Jules gasp. A faint, circular 
opening in the distance permit- 
ted the rays of the moon to 
penetrate the terrible blackness. 
The end of the passage lay be- 
fore him. Victory! Escape! 

The cold air fanned his face 
and he breathed it in great 
gulps, hurrying now more than 
ever. 

The passage became ever 
more sloping as he advanced. 
His body was inclined at a 
sickening angle. Strange streaks 
of blackness seemed to cross 
his line of vision, as he half 
fell, half slid the few feet re- 
maining yet to be traversed. . . . 
Jules' head crashed into some- 
thing hard, and he was partial- 
ly stunned. A moment later ha 
opened his eyes and saw be- 
fore him a heavily barred iron 
grating, and — a skeleton. 



4 REAL BARGAIN/ 
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gives you 

Twice as much for your dime 

56 inside pages / 
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ER--V£Ryjf" 

Clever:..^ 
when does 
this happen 

--ANPWHATi 
PO I TOj/ 


f AMBERSU. \) 
PHONE US WHEN! 
THE WHISTLER 
SHOWS UP.' YOU'LLJ 

k BE HIPDEN <T\ 

/SOMEWHERE \ 
NEAR TO SET J 

VJTHE STORY// 


K *"a 


~~y^\ 


"L S 5 "/ 




?Wi^S£~ 









[Later... Ta fine mess 

^- IP THE WHISTWl 

DOESN'T SHOW UP, THEY'LL 
EITHER GUESS I'M THE 
WHISTL.BR OR THINK 
I TIPPED HIM 
THE TRAP. 
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SINCE THEY EXPECT THE 
HHtSTLER AT MIDNISHT- 
BU. SET THERE AN HOUR 
EARLY — SO I WON'T DIS- 
APPOINT/ " 




THERE'S AMBERS' STUPY ' 
ANP NOBOPy IN sisht: TM\ 
SURE THEY WONT OBJECT 
IF I WAIT INSIPE WHERE 
IT'S WARM.' 




OH-CW.' THAT MUST BE 
AMBERS COMING.' TMIS'LL ' 
BE A GOOD HIPINS PLACE 
UNTIL TIME FOR THE 
WHISTLER'S PUBLIC ] 
APPEARANCE ... 
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perfect; the whistler's coming 
anp the police will grab him- 
but nobopv knows just how 

PERFECT n 



rTHEV TOLD ME TO MAKE UP . 
* IQOOO IN BILLS AS BAIT.' I'LL\ 
HIDE THE BILLS, CLAIM THE 
WHISTLER STOLE THEM, AND 
MAKE SOOD My OWN , 
BANK SHORTAGE.' 




Outside... j— — ^ 




/better^ 

THAN 
^THAT.,,, 


' got the house 
Completely surround 
■~^CAPTAIN 7 

"v 1 VmSMm 
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|9yV 
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I'YE GOT A RING OF 
POLICE CLOSE TO THE 
HOUSE.' BEHIND THEM I'VE 
GOT SEARCHLIGHTS Six UP 
TO SO ON THE MOMENT 
WE HEAR ANYTHING— 
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It started out to be less than a. routine assignment for the 
V.8.S. PAWNEE, fighting DESTROYER ¥)\i For orders were 
Simply to transport an entertainment troupe to the island 
of Paasuvi .' But before the voyage was over the officers 
and crew learned anew lesson in Jap battle tactics ...and 
they learned something stout entertainers, too.' 
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WE'RE TO FAIL 
OUT, sir; THE 
FLEET COMMANDER 
HAS BEEN 
NOTIFIED. 
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W THE JAP'S~ 




~ GIVE IT ^ 


jp„ 






J SURFACED.' HE 
\ WANTS TO SLUG 

jk it out; . 




to him: J 
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Juh! 
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f CAN YOU ^ 
GIVE ME FIVE 
.MINUTEST. 


rVOUtLGETEVERyl 
[ MINUTE OF TIME 
Lthis SHIP STAYS, 
f AFLOAT.' EVENf 
IF WE HAVE TO F 
FIGHT OFF THE M 
V WHOLE JAP / 


WiFl 
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'■ 'W^Bft 
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jFr&V^m 


v ^-- yLi5» * 


imSm 



NATIONAL COMICS 



Mortally -wounded, Destroyer 171 lashes 
back with all guns at the terrible 
barrage of enemy fire .' 




§r- we need 1 

I ANOTHER MAN 1 
J ON THE FIVE- J 

k incher; J| 


F ALL THE MEN WHO CAN 1 
f WALK ARE FIGHTING 
\ FIRES.' DO THE ^^ 

^. best vou can; ■ 


**\ .A 


*^^^r\ ~V vlj 
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¥ I'LL ^ 
1 TAKE 
lOVER' 


FgUTMB. HALIAM, 

YOU'RE NOTA 
/ COMBATANT.' 1 
\TAKE COVERtA 
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Future For Trained Men It Bright In Radio, 
Televltlon, Etatraiict 



You build this 
MEASURING INSTRUMENT 
yourself early in 

it for practical Radio work on 
neighborhood Radios to pick up 
EXTRA spare time money! 



SUPERHETERODYNE 

| CIRCUIT that brings in local 

and distant stations. You 

get . practical experience 






success 
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'Sample Lesson FREE 




Gives bints on Receiver 
Servicing, Locating De- 
fects, Repair of Loud- 
speaker, I. P. Transformer, 
Gang Tuner, Condenser, 
etc., 31 illustrations. Study 
it — keep it — use it — with- 
out obligation! Mailcoupon 
NOW for your copy I 






My Course Includes Training In 

TELEVISION • ELECTRONICS 

FREQUENCY MODULATION 
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